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natural way, while others were rigidly trained in a
definite pattern by means of skilfully concealed wire
framework, so that one saw swans and peacocks,
fountains and vases magically blossoifling out of
ordinary chrysanthemum plants. There were crowds
of enthusiastic visitors at the show, leisurely going
round from plant to plant and keenly examining
each individual flower as if critically weighing its
merits and demerits. This love of the Japanese for
flowers seemed to be one of the leading national
characteristics, for whenever my eye chanced to
light on a cottage or a house, there was for certain
a pot of chrysanthemum in front and one flowering
bush at least in the back courtyard. So deep indeed
is their love of flowers that I was told people
thought nothing of walking scores of miles early in
the summer just to gaze for an hour or two at the
azaleas at Nara or the irises at Horikiri and travelled
long distances late in the spring just to sit and sip
saki under the sweet-scented plum-blossoms of
Kameido or wander admiringly under the thousand
cherry-trees of Yoshimo. The following morning I
went to see the golden dolphins at Nagoya Castle,
which is a quaintly-designed building five storeys
high, with small square windows running in a line
all round at each storey and two golden dolphins
almost doubled up are seen as if swallowing the two
ends of the top of the roof. This last feature of the
castle the Japanese think very highly of, and in
Nagoya and neighbouring villages almost every other
roof is crowned with a copy of these dolphins. With
his passion for curves it appears the later Japanese